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He  dodges  kids  in  the  halls,  almost  with  a half- 
time feel  of  uncertainty,  hunched  over  the  geometry 
and  chemistry  books  he  cradles  tight  to  his  body, 
like  a precious  newborn.  His  Hanes  tee-shirt  clings 
to  his  molded  chest,  taut  in  his  faded  Levis.  From 
behind  black  plastic  frames  his  eyes  are  fixed  on 
nothing,  and  his  soft,  full  lips  part  at  the  sight 
of  long,  shaven  legs. 

His  cautious  head  bows  to  the  trodden  linoleum,  as 
the  slicked-back  curls  resting  atop  his  head,  cau- 
tious themselves,  crawl  down  his  forehead  until  a 
whole  mess  of  separated  brown  ringlets  hide  him  from 
the  intimidating  masses  of  high  school  jocks  and 
jerks,  and  especially  women. 

My  intrigued  eyes  stare  with  curiosity  as  we  begin 
to  pass,  and  from  behind  the  cascade  of  curls,  his 
baby  blue  lookers  sneak  a peek  at  my  green  gazers 
and  whisper  a thousand  words  he'll  never  speak. 

By:  Lauren  Krigas 


"Love  consists  in  this  that  two  solitudes  protect  and  touch  and  greet  each  other. " 
- Rainer  Maria  Rilke 


page  4 


Inspiration 


Under  papers  stacked,  notebooks  piled 

Scraps,  pieces  — junk  really 

In  a yellow  legal  pad 

Half  empty  and  old  as  college  years 

Inspiration  laid  there  like  it  always  had 


In  poems  for  others  and  myself 
Silly  rhyming  verses,  searching  ideas 
Letters  to  God  where  separation  stands  3-D 
You,  like  the  only  period  in  a poem 
Lone  word  on  a line 

My  inspiration. 

I’ve  finally  met  you  face-to-face 
You  pull  through  me 
Like  a string  gathering  weights  and  dust 
Opening  blinders,  recasting  shadows 

Yearning  deep  in  roots  grounding  my  soul 
I want  to  give  you 
Inspiration  to  grow  — outward 
Turning  your  introspection  inside  out 


Your  story  captured  by  hopeful  eyes 
opens  blinders,  lights  paths 
so  many  hungry  ears  wait  to  hear  their  voices 
calling  yellowed  dreams  to  life 
through  your  open  door 


By;  Kristen  Powell 

"The  Ink  from  a pen  is  the  blood  of  the  writer's  soul" 

-MB 


Blurs  of  Grey  Excitement 

The  smell  of  wet  newspaper 
Overwhelms  the  cramped  elevator. 

Jingling  eager  keys, 

I burst  into  my  apartment 
With  dripping,  clinging  clothes. 

I peel  them  off 

And  cover  myself  with  a velvet  blanket. 

I cuddle  by  the  space  heater. 

Look  past  the  iron  post  bed 

With  starched,  beige  sheets  and  a fresh  comforter. 

And  tip  toe  on  the  wooden  floor 

To  the  painted  window  sill. 

I watch  blurs  of  grey  excitement: 

Hurried  black  umbrellas  and  pleas  for  taxis. 
Desperate,  indistinguishable  shapes. 

I stare  into  the  cold  haze 

And  feel  a moist  draft  against  my  skin. 

Closing  the  off-white  curtains  to  the  rain, 

I fall  back,  legs  in  the  air 
Onto  my  new,  fresh  sheets. 

By;  Kris  Taylor 


"And  now  here  is  my  secret,  a very  simple  secret:  It  is  only  with  the  heart  that  one  can 
see  rightly;  what  is  essential  is  invisible  to  the  eye. " 

- Antoine  de  Saint  - Exupery 


Shadow  Maker 


“Agawateshkam, ” 

she  explains,  “was  his  Indian  name. 

Shadow  Maker.” 

S. Maker  I write  on  the  police  report: 

911  from  the  Red  Lake  Bar... 

Threats. . .battery. . . 

Shards  of  glass... 

Exit  wound  beneath  the  shoulder. 

She  tucks  a cloth  pouch  under  his  bedsheet. 
Hums  softly. 

One  tear  glistens. 

“He  played  the  flute,”  she  says. 

“Write  on  your  paper  that 
He  changed  air  into  music. 

Kawininawa,  Agawateshkam. ” 

By:  David  McGrath 


MY  RING  FINGER  DOESN’T  GO  ANYWHERE 
“And  then  back  to  D.” 

“Notice  my  ring  finger  doesn’t  go  anywhere.” 
He’s  a fine  guitar  teacher,  even  a bit  sexy. 
Toes  bounce  up  and  down 
Nodding  around  the  room. 

I study  aloud 

And  my  ring  finger  doesn’t  go  anywhere  either, 

But  his  keeps  still 

Because  he  wants  it  that  way. 


"Civilization  is  just  a 
slow  process  of  learning 
to  be  kind. " 

- Charles  L.  Lucas 


By:  Jenny  McBride 


Organic  Stopwatch 

Good  morning,  said  the  orange  juice, 

Sleep  well?  asked  the  eggs  -- 

They  were  sunny  side  up  and  a little  bit  raw. 

Small  bits  of  pulp  floated  in  the  juice. 

The  bacon  wept  that  it  once  lived,  the  sausage  answered 
ril  live  again! 

The  can  of  soda  that  i bought  at  ten 

cried  Hello  wide  world!  i never  knew  you  were  there. 

At  lunch  the  fries  let  me  know 
That  their  shine  was  only  grease. 

The  drink  had  lost  its  fizz. 

And  i didn’t  even  try  the  sauce. 

Dinner  wasn’t  eaten,  my  appetite  had  died. 

But  as  the  chicken  soup  in  front  of  me  grew  cold  the 
floating  bacon  bits  cried  We  once  lived! 
i answered  that  i once  did  too. 

By:  Kym  McCord 


"The  shoe  that  fits  one  person  pinches  another;  there  is  no  recipe  for  living  that  suits  all 
cases. " 

- Carl  Jung 


BY  THE  LIGHT  OF  A CANDLE 


Midnight.  Darkness  holds  its  reign  over  the  empire,  except  for  my 
room.  A tall,  lanky,  black  candle  dances  gleefully  on  its  wick,  as  the  shad- 
ows sway  to  its  tune.  By  the  light  of  a candle,  the  deep,  melodious  music, 
sounded  by  a Native  American  flute,  floats  to  the  horizon,  touching  everyone 
who  can  feel  its  call  of  peace,  love,  and  harmony. 

By  the  light  of  a candle,  the  graceful  feline  leaps  and  jumps  about, 
chasing  the  luminous  bubbles  swirling  with  color.  And  the  moon,  delicately 
peeking  from  behind  the  tree,  reflects  off  of  the  cat’s  eyes,  causing  an  eerie, 

yet  wonderful  feeling. 

By  the  light  of  a candle,  the  drops  of  dew  glisten  on  the  freshly  cut 
tulips.  The  crystalline  vase  glimmers,  displaying  its  true  beauty  with  intricate 

cuts  and  designs. 

By  the  light  of  a candle,  the  otherwise  normal  room  is  transformed 
into  a chamber  of  wonderment  and  beauty.  The  flame  shall  never  die  as 

long  as  these  things  exist. 

By:  Ingrid  Klune 


"Even  a single  hair  casts  a shadow. " 
- Publilius  Syrus 


All  clip  art  by:  Neil  Huffman 


Whispers  From  My  Past 


I walk  by  woods  so  full  and  tall, 
observing  empty  parks  in  fall, 

I sit  and  listen  to  the  breeze 
who  whispers  to  me  through  the  trees. 

“Remember  when  you  were  so  young 
and  played  beneath  the  golden  sun? 
You  soared  on  swings  and  dreamt  to  fly, 
with  all  my  might,  I helped  you  try. 

I ran  my  fingers  through  your  hair, 
and  listened  to  your  every  prayer, 

I hugged  you  when  you  sang  to  me, 
a bright  young  soul,  you  played  with  me. 

We  climbed  these  trees  from  day  to  night, 
when  I was  strong,  we  flew  your  kite, 
you  spun  until  you  hit  the  ground, 
and  danced  until  the  sun  went  down. 

Remember  us  and  how  we  were?” 
Inside,  I felt  my  young  self  stir, 
“Thank  you  Wind,  your  warmth  will  last, 
your  loving  whispers  of  my  past.” 

By:  Trinity  Hamilton 


"Keep  your  face  toward  the  sunshine  and  the  shadows  will  fall  behind  you. " 
- Walt  Whitman 


The  In-Laws 


They  hold  the  coffee  pot  hostage 
for  five  mornings 

and  kidnap  spoons  without  ransom. 

They  bring  their  own  gin  and  tonic 
for  evenings,  and  they  stack  up 
more  dirty  dishes 
than  a hospital  cafeteria. 

It’s  summer  visitation  again, 

and  they’re  here  from  Junction  City,  Kansas, 

complete  with  accents, 

gifts  from  Sears’  catalogue, 

embarrassing  cucumbers,  and  tomatoes 

the  size  of  grapefruits. 

Each  morning  my  wife  prepares 

three  pots  of  Extra  Premium; 

then  she  walks  to  the  grocery  store 

for  donuts,  fruit  pie  and  the  daily  newspaper. 

He  spies  the  Market  Report; 
his  wife  recites  Dear  Abby. 

By  afternoon  the  TV’s  booming, 
and  the  early  evening  dinner, 
with  six-packs  of  imported  beer, 
stirs  the  barbecue  out  of  hibernation. 

Conversation  blows  tornadoes  and  heat; 
everything  else  is  “thing-a-ma-jigs” 
and  “what-cha-ma-call-its.” 

When  they  leave,  it’s  the  ceremonial 
hugs  and  kisses  from  my  wife  and  children; 

I do  the  same,  thinking  all  the  while 
about  next  year,  vowing  paper  plates, 
styrofoam  cups,  plastic  spoons,  Lite  Beer, 
and  a large  bottle  of  Nescafe. 

"Ask  thyself,  daily,  to  how  many  ill-  

By;  Glen  Brown  minded  persons  thou  has  shown  a kind  ^ 

disposition."  ^ 

- Marcus  Antoninus  Wf  


The  Playground 


I sit  motionless  on 
a small  swing 
searching. 

A faint  breeze  brushes 
bare  skin 

reminding  of  how  cold  it’s  been. 

The  squawk  of  a 
nearby  crow  creeps  into  my  mind 
next  to  you. 

Faint  flashes  -- 
the  merry-go-round 
life  pushing  us  down 
the  slide, 

slipping  sadly  away. 
Strawberries  sweet  blood 
dripping  from  our  mouths. 

At  the  doors  we  wait  -- 
knobby  knees 
bruised  bone 
laughter. 

Entering,  we  assume 
adulthood. 

Night  comes  and 
swiftly  takes  you  away 
to  a playground 
where  it’s  always  day, 
leaving  me  alone 
to  play. 


By:  Rebecca  Lambrecht 


"The  best  place  to  find  helping  hands  is  at  the  end  of 
your  own  arms. " 

- Confucius 


Ritual 

i dug  the  golden  cross  and  chain  out  of  the 
dusty  jewelry  box. 

Searching  for  the  clasp,  i foxmd  it  unfastened,  and  the 
chain  bunched 
and  tetngled. 

In  some  places  tied  in  knots, 

in  others,  tiny  hairs  caught  in  tiny  hnks. 

i put  the  cross  away,  but  days  later 

pulled  it  out  - working  a Httle  at  \inra veiling  the  chain 

and  making  it  neat. 

When  finally  i took  apart  the  last  knot, 
i noticed  that  the  cross  had  shpped  away. 

By:  Kym  McCord 


First  Impression 


If  a moment  could  be  contained  forever, 
this  would  be  the  only  one. 

A vision  of  a standing  open  doorway, 
your  presence  more  enlightening  than  the  sun. 
Thoughts  of  innocence  dance  before  my  being. 

A beauty  so  unique  I have  no  difficulty  in  believing. 


Taken  back  by  your  eyes  a silence  falls  on  me. 

I struggle  to  regain  control,  but  you  is  all  I see. 
That  which  fast  appears  but  soon  from  view  escapes. 
A moment  falls  before  me,  all  too  sudden  for  me  to 

relate. 


Brooding  now  in  silent  reflection 
I keep  the  event  deep  in  my  heart. 

A brief  chance  encounter  with  perfection 
that  I wish  did  not  depart. 


By;  Brian  Reedy 


^Ifi^  Say  Sfie  Says  it  SCurts  Sfie  (Breatfies 


In  a beggar’s  pull,  gram  took  a drag  off  life 

moist  and  ill 
with  a fighting  push,  out  it  snored 
smelling  of  baked  bread 

Does  she  have  anyone  besides  you? 

No,  they’re  dead. 

We’re  it  for  us,  I sighed  to  myself 
shifting  in  the  footlights 

I stoop  to  listen 
Is  her  hearing  aid  or  her  heart  beeping 

Maybe  it’s  just  me 
hoping  trace  enzymes  weren’t 
a heart  attack 
Pneumonia  seems  plenty  at  82 

Humming,  venting,  gurgling 
in  a sing-song  chorus 
Blue-white  flourescent 
staging  for 

a falling  star  in  an  anonymous  gown 

Gnarled  fingers  that  once  changed  my  diaper 

now  hold  on  for  life  to 
icy  bed  railings 
To  pry  them  free  would  be  to  break  them 


Suited  to  snorkel 
laboratory  tubules  bent  sloppily 
shoved  up  her  snout 
but  strong  arms  shout  “Away!” 
Preventing  her  comfort 
for  her  own  good  and  for  ours 

Fevered  or  sleeping  deeply,  I pondered 
Aghast  at  another  dreadful 
labored  cackle 
her  poor  heart  must  stop  midway 

Oh,  wake  up  and  play  with  me  gram 

Winded  now, 
coughing  in  a cranking  rhythm 
much  like  a cold  engine  block 
turning  over  and  over 
sputtering  stopping 

Please  don’t  die. 

By:  Janyce  Hamilton 

"Perhaps  someday  it  will  be  pleasant  to  remember  even  this. " 

- Virgil,  c.  20B.C. 


See  You  Later 


I know  that  somewhere  in  the 
world,  at  this  very  moment,  is  a hand  I 
will  someday  hold.  Right  now  I wonder, 
as  I sometimes  often  do,  what  she  may 
bethinking  or  doing.  I wonderabout  little 
trivial  things.  Like  what  she  enjoys  to  do, 
or  if  she  likes  walks  in  the  warm  summer 
rain  as  much  as  I do.  I wonder  if  she  feels 
alone?  Little  does  she  know  that  at  this 
moment  there  is  someone  thinking  about 
her.  I’m  certain  there  have  been  times 
that  she  has  thought  of  me,  yet  I had  no 
clue  to  the  matter.  It  was  probably  at  the 
height  of  me  doing  something  stupid  and 
dangerous.  I’ll  have  to  ask  her  when  I 
meet  her.  Innocent  thoughts  and 
wonderings  invade  me  when  I least  ex- 
pect them.  Catching  me  off  guard  and 
tipping  my  balance  ever  so  slightly  that  I 
have  to  push  them  away  and  embrace 
the  true  reality  at  hand.  It’s  strange  to 
thinkthatshe  has  probably  seen  many  of 
the  same  things  that  I have,  yet  the 
commentary  on  such  matters  remains 
mute. 

For  now  that  is. 

The  time  will  come  when  I will 
meet  her,  and  I will  look  at  her  through 


the  eyes  that  I lost  when  I became  an 
adult.  Eyes  that  hold  no  prejudices  or 
preconceived  notions  pertaining  to  her. 
Astonishment  will  rocket  through  my 
being  and  follow  in  my  heart  for  a memory 
of  our  first  meeting.  I will  knowherwhen 
we  meet.  There  will  be  a secret  under- 
standing between  us  that  only  we  will  be 
able  to  see  and  appreciate.  Something 
will  be  there  the  same  as  the  spark  that 
appears  before  the  blaze.  Her  appear- 
ance will  be  as  instantaneous  and  won- 
derful as  a surprise  present,  or  the  sud- 
den laughterthat sometimes  catches  me 
for  no  apparent  reason.  The  reason  is 
known  really,  but  quite  personal. 

Usually  I’m  just  laughing  at  my- 
self. I wonder  if  she’s  learned  to  do  that 
too? 

I will  be  awestruck  by  her  pres- 
ence at  first  and  maybe  even  a little 
frightened.  Not  a bitter  dark  fear  but  a 
cautious  good  fear.  The  fear  will  melt 
and  give  way  to  a delicious  curiosity  of 
the  other  that  will  engage  us  for  the  rest 
of  our  lives.  It  will  be  an  incredible 
experience  that  can  never  be  translated 
essentially  into  written  words.  It  will  exist 
as  a silent  meaning  that  can  be  heard 
and  understood  only  by  two. 
Occasionally  I wonder  if  I am  too  much  of 
a romantic  by  the  fact  that  I feel  this  way, 
but  it  is  all  that  I am  and  know.  My  friends 
(?)  by  and  by  slip  comments  as  to  why  I 
live  my  life  in  solicitude,  but  they  truly 
don’t  comprehend  the  cycles  of  my  life. 


I’ve  always  believed  that  we  have  differ- 
ent clocks  in  us  as  to  when  things  will 
happen.  Mine  must  be  pretty  damn 
slow. 

So  as  I write  this  to  you  now  the 
clock  is  ticking  down,  and  the  distance 
between  our  lives  is  slowly  evaporating. 
Every  second,  every  thought  draws  me 
closer  to  you  as  I wade  through  the  stale 
air  of  time  that  my  soul  now  occupies. 

That  stale  unmalleable  time  will 
shatter  though  and  be  cast  anew. 

The  old  ways  will  vanish  and 
then  a new  time  will  settle  upon  us.  A 
time  of  togetherness  and  wholeness. 
Devoid  of  the  apprehension  about  the 
future  that  I now  feel.  So  I guess  I’ll  just 
keep  going  about  my  business  the  same 
as  usual,  but  I have  something  to  look 
forward  to.  You. 

“Everything  happens  for  a rea- 
son,” my  friend  Kris  once  told  me. 

Those  words  have  burrowed 
themselves  deep  in  my  mind  and  have 
poured  me  the  foundation  for  hope  in 
many  areas  of  my  life.  Kris  is  pretty 
smart  and  I take  his  words  quite  seri- 
ously. I guess  you’ll  eventually  meet 
him  and  discover  that  out  too.  There  is 
so  much  of  our  lives  that  will  intersect 
and  the  connections  that  lie  between  us 
will  guide  to  a common  direction.  I really 
enjoy  my  friends  and  I can’t  wait  for  you 


to  meet  them.  It  should  be  interesting.  I 
wonderwhatyourfriends  are  like?  Prob- 
ably no  different  from  mine. 

I remember  these  hopes  and 
thoughts  when  I feel  overwhelmed  and 
confused  by  doubts  that  I will  ever  meet 
you.  I know  that’s  not  true  though. 
Sometimes  I just  get  so  tired  and  forget- 
ful in  this  life,  but  I always  remember  you. 
Then  things  become  instantly  trans- 
formed from  heavy  and  lethargic  to  light 
and  energetic.  As  I travel  in  the  world 
that  I now  find  myself  in  I wonder  if  I am 
to  forever  remain  a silent  observer.  An 
apparition  that  has  broken  through  and 
made  itself  half  real  but  not  fully.  I 
remember  you  at  the  times  when  the 
lonely  is  hard  to  face,  and  coming  home 
alone  every  night  leaves  me  feeling 
empty  and  used  up.  Waking  up  alone 
and  running  through  the  day  with  no  one 
to  share  my  secret  thoughts  will  fade 
from  a reality  to  a recollection.  Every- 
thing happens  for  a reason.  I guess 
there  is  a reason  that  I am  thinking  about 
you  right  now.  Maybe  you’re  thinking 
about  me  too.  Reasons  can  be  so 
simple  and  easy  to  overlook  sometimes. 
I’ll  see  you  later. 

By:  Brian  Reedy 

"Love  is  to  the  moral  nature  exactly 

what  the  sun  is  to  the  earth. " 

- Honore  De  Balzac 


Welcome  To  Your  World 


Yo,  Angry  Person,  what’s  it  with  you? 

Indignant  that  you’re  not 

given  a perfect  world 

by  us,  your  predecessors  here? 

Or  rage-filled  that 

your  generation’s  not  star-crossed, 
destined  for  riches  that  you  feel 
all  men  and  women  of  your  day 
should  have  by  right  of  birth? 

Do  you,  perhaps,  merely  resent 
it  may  be  hard  to  get 
all  that  your  heart  desires  — 
without  hard,  unrelenting  work 
you  haven’t  come  to  know  ‘till  now? 

Were  you  betrayed,  you  feel, 
by  parents  who  were  less 
than  perfect  caretakers  of  Earth, 
the  planet  you  inherit  soon, 
because  of  simply  being  born? 

Well,  Angry  Person,  do  you  know 

your  parents  also  had  the  right 

to  feel  the  very  same, 

been  the  fashion  when  they  were  young? 

And  their  parents  before, 

and  theirs,  and  theirs,  on  down 

the  long  back  trail  to  where 

our  human  kind  began  — no  doubt 

in,  even  then,  a less  than  perfect  world.? 


And  so,  it  must  be  you,  Angry  Person, 
true  to  the  details  you  espouse, 
who  builds  the  perfect  world 
you  feel  the  young  deserve  at  birth. 
That  is  the  duty  that  we  failed. 


It  is  the  glowing  goal,  which  now  is  yours 
to  win  — not  for  yourself,  but  progeny. 

T rue  to  the  logic  of  your  plaint, 
think  not  comfort,  status,  or  wealth, 
but  how  the  world  should  be 
for  those  who  follow  you. 

Do  so,  as  we  have  not, 
and  you  will  prove, 
the  truth  of  your  anger. 

By:  George  Whittington 


'’A  single  conversation  across  the  table  with  a wise  man  is  worth  a month 's  study  of  books. " 
- Chinese  Proverb 


Canyon  Memories 


From  Zoroaster  Temple  to  El  Capitan, 

Grand  Canyon’s  wonders  gently  beckon  to  man. 

Nature  joggles  our  mind  to  bring  forth  a dream, 

A glorious  picture,  from  God  it  would  seem. 

Death  surely  reigns  over  ancient  volcanic  mounds. 

And  creeps  along  pinyons  in  forests  with  no  sounds. 

Oases  spring  forth  along  dry  canyon  trails, 

A constant  reminder  that  life  still  prevails. 

Both  Colorados,  the  Little  and  the  Big, 

Crunch  out  surly  gorges  humbling  man’s  power  to  dig. 

The  rapids  and  falls  show  the  river’s  great  force. 

And  their  thundering  sounds  mark  the  meandering  course. 

This  portion  of  memories  I now  give  to  the  elk,  ram,  and  doe. 

For  they’ve  shared  with  me  their  peace  which  I have  longed  for  so. 

By:  Jack  Valicenti 


"{People}  take  the  images  outside  them  for  reality  and  never  allow  the  world  within  to 
assert  itself. " 

- Hermann  Hesse 


Concerning  My  Day  at  the  Beach 


Outside  the  beach  house, 
among  some  sea  gulls, 
beneath  the  blazing  sun. 
Against  a gentle  breeze, 
over  the  water’s  edge, 
for  a swim, 
for  myself. 


Into  the  clear,  blue  sea, 
like  a fish, 
among  his  friends. 

Underneath  the  cool  water, 
without  a care  from  daily  stress. 

Through  the  water, 
above  for  gulps  of  air  with  surprise, 
by  the  arrival  of  the  mobs  of  tourists, 
since  the  passing  of  the  hours. 
Through  the  throng  of  humanity, 
into  the  beach  house  once  again. 


By:  Carolyn  Aparici-law 


(Writer’s  note;  This  work  is  a prepositional 
use  of  verbs.) 


poem  deliberately  avoiding  the 


First  Kiss 


Sunny  day.  Hot.  Boys  chase 
girls,  game  invented  during 
recess.  Girl  chased  by  boy  though, 
me.  Prettiest  angel  in  school, 

JoAnn  Lang.  Blonde  hair,  green  eyes. 

Magnet. 

If  I could’ve  bought  such  a beautiful  girl  at 
7-1 1 , along  with  an  X-Men  comic  and  a 
cherry  Slurpee,  I definitely 
would’ve. 

Slipped  on  pea  gravel.  Fell 
down. 

I enjoyed  waiting  anxiously  for  the  cherry  taste  of 
Slurpee  with  pursed  lips  while  bringing  the 
red  straw  closer,  closer, 
closer. 

SMACK!  Wet,  wrinkled  “O”  sparked  skin. 
Excitement! 

I was  conditioned,  from  that 

moment  on,  like  a 

Pavlovian  dog,  to 

fall 

down 

a lot. 

By;  Curt  Clendenin 


'We  should  learn,  reflecting  on  the  misfortunes  of  others,  that  there  is  nothing  singular  in 
those  which  befall  ourselves, " 

- William  Melmoth 
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"German  Sunset"  color  photo  by  Randall  Muellar 
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"Still  Life"  color  photo 
by  James  M.  Simak 


"Porcupine  Pods" 
color  photo 
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"Pink  and  Black  Shadows"  acrylic  on  canvas  by  Tony  Tesauro 
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"Flying  Dream  " crayon  by  Katrina  Zethmayr 
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"Untitled"  Indian  ink  with  water  color  by  Noah  Boudreau 
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"Shoes"  watercolor  on  paper  by  Tony  Tesauro 
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Home  Sweet  Home 


Someday, 


I’m  going  to  live  in  one  of  those 
Marlboro  ads, 

Like  the  glorious  ones 
Slipped  between  the  pages  of  my 
Cosmopolitan. 

I want  to 

Beat  in  the  Heartland, 

With  vast  arteries  of 
Freshwater  streams 
Pulsing  by  my  log  cabin. 
Cool-whip  tipped  mountains  will 
Provide  good  company. 

At  last. 

Mother  Nature’s  sweet  lullabies  will 
Ride  wild  stallions. 

Soar  on  hawks’  wings. 

And  I’ll  inhale  the 
Comforting  scents  of  her 
Lyric. 

Near  dusk. 

When  the  sun  sleeps. 

My  Marlboro  man 
Will  saunter  onto  our  front  porch 
From  the  dusty  prairie. 

Removing  his 
Worn,  black  Stetson, 

He’ll  wipe  his  itchy  brow 
On  his  flannel  sleeve. 

Kiss  me  full  on  the 
Lips, 

And  carry  me  into  our 
Home, 

Sweet  home. 


By:  Lauren  Krigas 
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Two  Old  Friends 

Two  old  friends  died  on  the  same  day.  One  was  a Christian  and  one 
was  a Jew.  In  death,  as  in  life,  they  found  themselves  together,  walking  the 
long  staircase  to  heaven.  The  men  had  never  talked  much  of  matters  of 
faith,  but  now  their  minds  whirled  with  religious  thoughts.  Ahead  of  them  the 
light  of  heaven  shone  down  and  seemed  to  make  their  souls  transparent. 
The  Christian  and  the  Jew  trembled. 

“I  have  a lot  on  my  conscience,”  said  the  Christian,  “but  I have 
hope  of  getting  through  the  first  door.” 

“My  sins  are  small  but  many,”  said  the  Jew,  “but  the  way  should  be 
direct  for  me.  I am  of  the  chosen  race.” 

The  Christian  paused,  tired  from  the  thoughts  of  his  miserable  life. 

He  had  doubted  heaven  so  often  and  now  it  loomed  above  him. 

The  Jew  paused,  too.  He  was  a good  man,  never  too  poor  to  lend  a 
helping  hand.  But  as  he  waited  for  his  friend,  he  began  to  think  about  the 
Laws.  There  were  too  many  to  count.  Had  he  kept  them  all,  he  could  never 
have  stopped  to  help  anyone. 

The  Christian  started  on  again.  His  brow  was  beaded  with  perspira- 
tion. He  confessed  to  his  friend  that  he  had  taken  his  vows  of  faith  lightly, 
and  now  he  feared  the  judgment. 

The  Jew  wiped  a tear  from  his  eye,  for  he  knew  he  had  always 
claimed  he  held  steadfastly  to  the  Torah,  but  his  heart  had  waivered  more 
than  once. 

The  brillant  light  began  to  envelop  the  men  now.  The  Christian  fell 
on  his  knees,  for  he  saw  Jesus  before  him  making  the  sign  for  peace.  The 
Jew  did  obeisance  too,  as  he  was  confronted  by  Moses,  holding  tablets  with 
laws  from  ancient  times. 

“They  will  plead  for  you,”  a voice  thundered  from  the  midst  of  the 
cloud  of  light  that  thinly  veiled  one  glorious  door  leading  to  heaven.  “All  is 
ready.” 

"Chronic  remorse  is  a most  undesirable  sentiment...  Rolling 
in  the  mud  is  not  the  best  way  of  getting  clean. " 

Aldous  Huxley 


By:  Marilyn  Giesto 


To  Mamang*;  A Farewell 


The  wind  was  blowing  through  the  meadows, 
making  me  dance  in  sweet  sorrow. 

Fluttering  behind  me  were  leaves  fallen  to  the  ground, 
each  moving  with  their  own  rhythm, 
humming  to  the  tunes  of  sweet  melancholies. 

Softly,  I swayed  with  the  grace  of  heavens, 
unmindful  of  each  passing  moment. 

Then  I noticed  the  pale  sun,  its  rays  beckoning  to  me: 
“Hush,”  it  seemed  to  say,  “for  night  is  near.” 

Slowly,  I made  one  final  turn, 

then,  I let  myself  fall  as  gently  as  the  leaves  did. 

The  ground  felt  familiar,  how  sweetly  familiar. 

I laid  there  a while, 

quite  still  against  the  silent  merry-making. 

Touching  and  feeling  the  warmth  and  coldness, 
until  dusk  laid  its  hand  upon  me. 

I stood,  letting  go  of  the  dampened  earth, 
and  with  one  last  look  around  me 
I placed  the  key  in  its  lock, 
keeping  my  memories  of  you  inside. 

The  wind  died  down,  the  sun  had  gone, 

and  the  leaves  no  longer  danced  - 

and  a solitary  figure  finally  made  her  farewell. 

By:  Suzanne  Mendiola 


*Mamang  - a term  of  endearment  that  can  mean  grandmother  in  the 
Philippine  language 


"Once  the  toothpaste  is  out  of  the  tube,  it  is  awfully  hard  to 
get  it  back  in. " 

- M.R.  Haldeman 


The  Wide  Eyed 


The  wide-eyed  night  peeks  in  on  me 
bare  and  shallow 
for  me  she  sees 
I am  the  night  and  she  is  me 
barren  archer 
Luna  come  into  me 
sequined  gown  on  cobalt  blue 
I will  be  the  second  moon 

By:  Nissa  Holtkamp 


Windy  Leaves 


Late  at  night 

Watch  them  rally  under  the  streetlights 
Rushing  in  great  masses 
Up  and  across  the  street 
Through  yards 

Peasants  rolling  like  cannon  balls 
In  revolt 

They  scuttle,  snickering,  flying. 

By;  Jenny  McBride 


"1  dance  to  the  tune  that  is  played. " 
- Spanish  Proverb 


Hands  of  Age 


When  I take  long  baths 
I examine  my  hands 
soaked  with  water 
I think  about  the  time 
When  I am  old 
The  lines  in  my  hands 
are  defined  in  my  soggy  skin 
The  scar  on  my  palm 
deeply  exposed 
Tired,  abused  hands 
I see 

I run  my  finger  along 

the  deep  creases 

while  thinking  of  my  grandmother 

and  wondering... 

what  her  hands  look  like 

after  she’s  bathed 

By;  April  Komberger 


"Time  is  a dressmaker  specializing  in  alterations. " 
- Faith  Baldwin 


April  Rain 


It’s  a warm  April  evening  and  I’m  sitting  here  alone, 
looking  at  the  picture  the  window  brings. 

When  I go  near  I feel  a breeze — 
cool  and  gentle  hands  caressing. 

I can  smell  the  faint  fragrance  of  rain  that  hasn’t  fallen, 
bringing  back  recollections  of  things  kept  close  within  me; 
the  smell  of  rain,  a hint  of  playfulness,  a touch  of  a smile. 

I can  sense  the  rain  and  soon  it  will  come. 

Its  presence  taking  me  to  an  ocean  not  so  far  away, 
the  sound  of  water  lapping  ceaselessly  on  the  rocks, 
the  ever-changing  hues  of  green  and  blue. 

Yes,  the  rain  is  here  and  it  has  brought  its  memories  to  me. 
My  ocean  is  here  as  well,  its  blueness  becoming  lighter  then 
darker, 

as  my  mind  wanders  at  the  sound  of  the  trickling  rain. 


Patience 


In  this  quiet  lonely  place  I sit  alone 
thinking  of  you,  only  you. 

The  candle  casts  an  amber  glow. 

1 think  of  you. 

Wondering  about  the  why’s  and  ifs. 
Do  you  posses  any  wonder  of  me? 
Pondering  a possible  future 
against  the  myriad  that  may  be. 

The  clock  ticks  slow  and  wearily. 
My  body  knows  the  time  is  late. 
This  mind  will  achieve  no  rest  tonight. 
Only  to  you  does  it  relate. 


The  cold  wraps  around  my  limbs 

and  my  heart  freezes 

My  love  is  taken  from  me 

and  my  sun  falls  from  the  sky 

All  that  was  right 

is  now  wrong 

So  I'll  sit 
and  watch  it  leave 
powerless  and  meek 
My  sun  dies 
our  heart  cries 

and  all  that  was  good  is  now  dead 

Our  Love  conquers  nothing 
my  hope  dries  up 
slowly  I die 

as  my  sun  falls  from  our  sky 

and  all  that  was  beautiful  is  now  withered 

So  I'll  listen  and  worry 
as  the  deafening  silence 
consumes  us  all 
and  all  that  once  was 
no  longer  is . . . 

By:  Marcine  LaFountain 

"Every  Mile  is  Two  in  Winter. " 

- George  Herbert 


So  here  in  this  place  I am  alone 
thinking  of  a soul,  mysterious  you. 
Immersed  in  my  candle’s  diminishing  glow, 
I think  of  you. 


By  Brian  Reedy 


Hold  The  Nuts 


Lately  I have  been  eating 
vast  quantities: 

York  patties,  Reese’s  buttercups, 

BarNone  and  Hershey  Symphonies. 

At  stoplights,  the  urge  becomes  irresistible. 
I make  U-turns  in  the  middle 
of  one-way  streets; 

I can’t  pass  a convenience  store  without 
stopping  for  a bag  of  Oreos  or  Dove  bar. 

I used  to  be  able  to  pass  the  candy  counter 
filled  with  will-power, 
but  now  I stop  and  stare; 
my  moans  are  audible. 

I can’t  work  without  snacking; 
my  desk  is  filled  with  Nestle  Crunch, 

Heath  bars  and  M&M’s. 

I can’t  sleep  without  dreaming 
about  Fannie  May  or  Dairy  Queen. 

I wake  up  humming  candy  jingles 
and  run  sorties  on  the  cookie  jar. 


My  wife  says  she  wants  a divorce, 

that  I’d  rather  eat  Mounds  than  have  sex; 

the  neighbors  shake  their  heads  in  disbelief; 

their  children  keep  away; 

the  checkers  at  the  grocery  store 

want  to  know  what  I do 

with  all  that  Haagen  Dazs 

at  four  in  the  morning. 

My  doctor  says  I’m  depressed, 

that  all  I need  is  love  and  understanding; 

my  pastor  says  to  pray  to  St.  Jude 

and  do  what  Danny  Thomas  did  with  his  money. 

My  dentist  says  to  rinse  and  floss. 

I wish  someone  would  stop  me 
before  I move  to  Pennsylvania.  Hand  me 
a poisoned  Hershey  Kiss  or  Godiva;  fix  me 
a cup  of  hemlock  with  Bosco;  mix  some 
arsenic  and  a Toll  House;  hold  the  nuts. 


By:  Glen  Brown 


”1  don't  want  the  cheese,  1 
just  want  to  get  out  of  the 
trap. " 

- Latin  American  Proverb 


Only  Drive  When  It's  Wet 


Cherry  red,  buffed  fenders  curve  like  legs, 

Turning  the  ignition,  roars  of  lust, 

Reving  the  RPM  to  warm  it  up. 

The  engine  smooth,  the  timing  chain  wanting  to  bust 

No  pings  or  knocks 

This  machine  grabs  the  road. 

Letting  off  in  first. 

Flying  away  in  a moan . 

The  heat  builds  up. 

The  spoiler  takes  the  wind. 

You  flee  into  second. 

The  seat  grabs , letting  you  in . 

The  machine  j erks , 

As  you  slam  into  third. 

Causing  a high  pitched  soixnd. 

Slowly  riding  a turn. 

The  headlights  soar  the  road 
Sweat  from  the  speed. 

The  tires  taking  up  smoke. 

Tightly  going  into  fourth  to  please . 

Knowing  the  ramps  just  ahead. 

The  machine  doing  180  till  bled. 

Quick  into  fifth  you  fly  into  orgasm. 

Leaving  your  machine  on  wheels  to  rest . 

You  didn'  t even  skid,  knowing  the  roads  were  wet . 

By:  Neil  Huffman 


"Watch  where  you  step  it  might  be  your  brain. " 
- Neil  Huffman 


Contrasts 


There  is  a cacophony 
of  sounds  stomping  its  way 
through  my  skull,  eating  into  my 
brain.  I peer  up  and  down  the 
overpopulated  streets  teeming 
with  people.  Someone  steps 
over  the  curb  and  my  right  shoul- 
der is  met  by  his  with  a force 
that  is  anything  but  accidental. 
He  pauses,  as  if  he  has  been 
done  a horrible  injustice,  looks 
me  up  and  down  and  proceeds 
to  ask,  “You  got  something  to 
say,  man?”  My  mind  races.  I 
search  forthe  perfect  line.  Noth- 
ing surfaces.  I reply  with  a 
passive  “Eat  Shit,”  tap  my  friend 
on  the  shoulderto  get  his  atten- 
tion, and  we  press  on,  leaving 
my  newfound  friend  to  ponder 
my  words  of  unspeakable  wis- 
dom. Mike  steps  off  the  curb 
and  is  met  by  the  blare  of  an 
enraged  car  horn  and  the  indig- 
nant screams  of  its  owner.  We 
exchange  questioning  glances 
and,  once  again,  press  on.  We 
come  to  a place  between  two 
hotels  and  are  met  with  a deci- 
sion: veer  right  and  continue  on 
our  current  path,  or  glide  left 


toward  the  water.  Mike  points 
haphazardly  to  the  left  and 
grunts  something  barely  au- 
dible. We  stroll  toward  the  si- 
lence. 

Underlying  the  sounds 
of  car  horns,  people  shouting 
and  boisterous  music  there  is  a 
rhythm  to  be  heard.  Gravita- 
tional forces  are  at  work,  sliding 
this  mass  of  water,  which  takes 
twenty-one  days  to  cross,  onto 
and  off  of  this  slick,  sandy  sur- 
face known  as  beach.  The 
rhythm  is  barely  heard  as  we 
make  our  approach,  but  it  en- 
compasses us  as  we  near  it, 
drowning  all  the  nonsense,  driv- 
ing itfrom  ourgrasp.  The  rhythm 
is  a patient  one.  It  knows  no 
kindness,  it  knows  no  hatred;  it 
simply  knows  rhythm.  Mist 
erupts  from  the  nothing  and 
leaving  salty,  moist  dew  on  my 
hands  and  my  fingers  are  slick 
as  I bend  to  lace  an  untied  shoe. 
Mike  has  wandered  paces 
ahead  of  me.  He  stands  bask- 
ing in  the  sane,  cool  Atlantic 
breeze  while  I stare  at  the  sand. 
His  face  is  temporarily  illumi- 
nated by  the  soft  glow  of  a 
match  and  I’m  signaled  to  join 
him. 
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My  breath  imitates  the 
rhythm  as  we  weave  down  con- 
crete boardwalk.  The  icy  re- 
flection of  a pale  slice  of  moon 
floats  gracefully  up,  from  the 
silken  landscape  of  liquid  ice, 
through  the  hotair.  Mike  spots 
a vessel  mercilessly  grinding 
its  way  across  the  shimmering 
horizon.  He  sucks  some  more 
poison  from  the  filter  of  his 
Marlboro  and,  together,  we 
laugh. 

Onward  we  press,  en- 
gulfed. A dusky  breeze  seems 
to  meet  us  from  the  north.  We 
exchange  knowing  looks.  Rain. 
It’s  charge  weighs  heavy  upon 
the  air.  Somewhere,  riding  a 
current,  perhaps,  or  pivoting 
slowly  around  an  anchor,  there 
is  a man  who  could  tell  you 
where,  and  maybe  when,  but 
for  us  it  can  only  mean  “RAIN.” 

Couples  lounge  gazing 
on  the  sand.  Somewhere  in  an 
alley  a bottle  is  kicked,  tinkering 
to  its  death  against  a brick, 
sending  madness  through  the 
rhythm  to  greet  us  once  again. 
Two  gulls  eye  each  other  sus- 
piciously over  stale  picnic  rem- 
nants. One  hobbles,  lurching, 
to  the  dark  shadows  of  the  el- 


evated walkway  and  sits  sulk- 
ily, stained  in  oil.  A child  runs 
excitedly  toward  the  water  and 
trips  when  he  is  beckoned  by 
his  mother. 

We  stride  toward  the 
steel  railing  of  the  boardwalk 
and  lean  restfully  against  its 
sturdiness.  Spit  rolls  slowly  off 
my  tongue  and  hangs  sus- 
pended, momentarily,  before 
being  sucked  downward  where 
it  slaps  the  wetted  sand.  Mike 
lets  his  cigarette  wink  at  me 
one  last  time  before  he  crushes 
it  with  his  boot  and,  together, 
we  walk  on. 

By:  Daniel  P.  Fox 


"Be  aware  that  a halo  has  to  fall  only  a few 
inches  to  be  a noose. " 

- Dan  McKinnon 
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Gun  Metal  Grey 


I stepped  out  into  the  gun-metal  grey. 

This  morning’s  far-away,  thin  sun  had  departed 
taking  the  earlier  November-blue  sky 
with  her  in  her  haste. 

The  wet  chill  wrapped  its  icy  fingers 
around  my  mittenless  hands. 

I rubbed  my  hands  together 
and  those  icy  fingers  moved  up 
to  my  exposed  throat. 

I zipped  my  jacket  all  the  way  up 

and  those  icy  fingers  slipped  underneath  my  clothes 

and  began  massaging  my  body  all-over,  at  once. 

The  naked  trees 

Point  their  bare  arms  and  bony  fingers 
in  every  direction. 

Accusing  the  entire  landscape  of  stealing 

their  once-green,  then  red,  yellow,  orange  and  gold  leaves. 

A pair  of  weeping  willows 

across  the  asphalt  from  me 

still  carry  a few  pale  green  leaves. 

The  wind  blows  through  their  uncombed  tresses, 
and  tangles  them  further. 

Only  the  black-green  pine  trees 
Are  solid  and  well-fed  in 
the  distance  ahead  of  me. 

I feel  a thousand  pinpoints  of  water 
Suspended  in  the  air. 

Not  yet  rain  or  fog. 

Up  close,  they  hang  on  my  face 
and  hair. 

In  the  distance,  they  blur  shape  and  form  together. 


^ 
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By:  Phyllis  Sinclair 


Ice 


The  water  fallen, 
a forest  frozen, 
a winters  day, 
the  mist  settles. 

A pain  has  fallen, 
a beauty  frozen, 
trees  only  feel, 
we  only  see. 

Covered,  coated, 
shiny,  sparkle, 
covered,  coated, 
weighted,  strain. 

A gift,  a blessing, 
a once  in  a lifetime, 
a burden,  a punishment, 
the  end  of  a lifetime. 


(Between  Jfeaven  am£  TartH 


I couCdfmdin  earth 
your  eyes 
But  in  heaven 
your  sight. 

(Down  on  earth 
I’ve  got  your  ftps 
Butin  heaven 
your  smite. 


Should  we  not 
feel  their  pain, 
should  they  not 
see  their  beauty? 

We  see  the  tree, 
we  know  it  is  frozen. 
The  tree  feels  our  stare, 
it  knows  we  too  are  frozen. 

By:  Steve  Anderson 


So,foraC[of 
those  reasons 
I don’t  care  ^in  earth 
I (ach^ofyour  eyes  and  dps, 
if  here  where  we  are 
I own  your  sight 
and  smite. 

By:  Paty  Ochoa 
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Please 

Hold  On  don't  leave  yet. 


But  you  know  what  I want 
and  I know  what  you  want  and 
they  just  don't  mesh  any  more. 


Can't  I try? 


Why?  to  start  this  over  again? 
to  fill  me  with  the  hope  of 
happiness 

and  then  leave  me  feeling 
bitter? 


I,  . . . I . . feel  as  though 
I am  losing  ground 
when  you  take 
this  from  me 
you  take 
away 

you  take  away 
my  most  needed 
stepping  stone 
my  base  for  all 
that  I 
believe  in 

how  can  I take  all  of  that? 
am  I that  important  to  you 
is  there  a possibility  that  I am 
as  important  to  your  soul 
as  you  were  once  were  to  mine? 

once  were? 
I'm  not  any  more? 


No. 

that's  why  we  are  having  this  conversation. 


/ page  54  j 


"The  process  of  letting  go  of  what  is  completed  or 
outgrown  is  absolutely  essential  to  affirming  life" 
- Rachel  Naomi  Reman 


By:  ML 


"In  the  Shadows”  black  and  white  photo  James  C. 
Simak 


Corn 


The  wind  has  changed. 
It  blows  across  the  dry  field  with 
an  urgency;  as  if  to  give  notice 
of  impending  change.  Itisdusk. 
We’re  buying  a pumpkin  on  one 
of  those  suburban  farms.  The 
kind  that  developers  nibble 
away  at,  one  subdivision  and 
strip  mall  at  a time  until  the 
farmer  stands  resolute  on  a 
small  patch  of  growth,  his  John 
Deere  inaudible  amid  the  blare 
of  nearby  highways  and  de- 
scending jumbo  jets. 

The  old  farmer  smiles 
at  my  son,  who  looks  more  like 
a man  than  a boy  to  me  lately. 
He  extends  a weathered  hand, 
which,  like  his  face,  is  thick  with 
wrinkles  and  permanently  tan. 

The  pumpkin  patch  is  at 
the  edge  of  a cornfield.  Seven- 
foot  stalks,  not  so  long  ago  green 
and  strong,  stand  yellowed  and 
broken  in  perfectly  cultivated 
rows  behind  the  pumpkins.  In 
the  fading  night,  the  pumpkins 
look  fake.  Like  food  for  giants; 
bright  orange  balls  with  leafy 
vines  that  twist  and  gnarl  against 
the  drying  stalks. 

It’s  a pickyour  own  thing 
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and  my  son  and  I are  in  the  dirt 
inspecting  and  turning;  search- 
ing for  perfection.  The  farmer 
is  with  us  in  the  patch.  He  is 
patiently  answering  the  pump- 
kin questions  of  a tiny  child. 

Amazing  how  well  we 
listen  to  the  conversations  of 
others  as  we  keep  busy  pre- 
tending to  be  busy.  Our  ears 
strain  to  hear.  She  has  asked 
why  there  is  no  corn.  The 
farmer  explains  to  her  that  the 
season  has  passed,  that  the 
stalks  have  given  all  that  is 
required  of  them.  Satisfied, 
she  waits  a minute  and  asks 
why  the  stalks  are  broken  and 
yellow,  she  asks  if  they  get 
green  again  next  year. 

The  farmer  tells  her  no. 
There  is  something  in  his  gentle 
voice  that  makes  me  turn  to 
look  at  him.  He  is  kneeling  on 
the  ground  next  to  her.  He 
points  to  the  field  and  waves 
his  hand  towards  the  stalks. 
His  eyes  sweep  across  the 
darkened  field.  “There  in  the 
corn,”  he  says,  “is  the  cycle  of 
life.” 

He  explains  how  he 
plants  and  waters,  and  how, 
under  the  warmth  of  the  sun, 
the  earth  gives  life  to  the  stalks. 


Then  the  stalks  give  corn, 
people  eatthe  corn  and  it  gives 
them  life.  When  the  stalks  are 
done  making  corn  the  life  in 
them  goes  back  into  the  earth. 
He  leaves  them  there,  he  tells 
her,  because  he  mustn’t  touch 
them  until  they  have  given  ev- 
ery bit  of  life  back  into  the  ground 
where  it  came  from. 

The  wind  smells  like 
leaves  and  Halloween.  It  bites 
atthe  outsides  of  our  ears.  The 
moon  has  begun  to  dust  the 
field  and  the  pumpkins  with  that 
silvery  glow  it  saves  for  au- 
tumn. We  find  the  perfect  one 
and  my  son  smiles  at  the 
farmer.  He  comes  over  in- 
stantly, compliments  us  as  he 
looks  over  our  choice,  an  ex- 
pert encouraging  the  novices. 
He  pulls  a pocket  knife  from  his 
belt  and  cuts  through  the  thick 
vine  in  one  effortless  motion.  I 
dig  away  underneath  it  so  my 
son  can  get  a grip  and  the  earth 
in  my  hands  is  warm  still  from 
the  day’s  sun  and  it  comforts 
me. 

As  we  walk  to  the  car, 
my  son  surprises  me  with  his 
strength,  the  wind  rustles  our 
hair.  It  blows  stronger  as  the 


night  falls.  It  whispers  to  me; 
soft,  indiscernible  messages, 
like  the  voice  of  God,  as  we 
walk  to  our  car. 

T oday , I learned  that  my 
sister  is  pregnant.  Her  child  is 
due  in  May.  Nine  months  from 
the  end  of  August.  That’s  when 
my  dad  died,  one  hot  summer 
night  when  the  crickets  stilled 
and  the  heat  retreated  — and 
time  slowed  to  a stop.  His  soul, 
released  from  its  broken  ma- 
chine, slipped  between  the 
rafters  of  my  roof. 


By:  Janet  Petrine 


"Better  guide  well  the  young  than  reclaim 
them  when  they  are  old. " 

- Joseph  Malin 


If,  the  world  was  mine, 

I'd  give  you  more  time 
for  laughter 
for  love 

expensive  wine. 

A silky  drink 
a rose  born  pink, 
long  stemmed  dance 
our  second  chance. 

The  world  would 
feel  divine 

for  a splint  second  time 
and  you'd  kiss  these  lips 
with  legs  intertwined. 

A heavenly  chime 
would  play  a solo  for  you 
waiting  to  dance 
scent  of  romance. 

I'd  ask  your  sign. 

For  all  of  time 
I'd  watch  the  ticks 
the  children  would  be  fixed, 
and  we'd  have  a 
vodka  with  lime. 

Stumble  to  bed 
with  tomorrows 
aching  head, 
waiting  for  sunshine 
to  hear  what 
you  said. 

Rebecca  Lambrecht 


"I  know  what  I am  fleeing  from,  but  not  what  I am  in 
search  of. " 

- Michael  de  Montaigne,  c.  1550 


Jack  LeZizi 

Sylvie  woke  confused  and  disorientated  in  a bed  that  was  not  her  own.  The  pillow 
smelt  of  sweat  and  spittle,  and  it  crackled  under  the  weight  of  her  head.  Repulsed,  she 
thought  of  her  own  immaculate  bed  linen  and  her  martinet  devotion  to  Its  upkeep.  Barbar- 
ian, she  wondered  and  then  she  felt  his  arm,  a hairy,  sticky  weight,  pinning  her  across  her 
stomach.  With  a rush  her  sense  blew  away  the  cloud  of  yesterday's  wine  to  feel  the  dried 
blood  and  semen  on  her  thighs. 

This  was  not  how  it  was  supposed  to  happen.  She  had  felt  she  was  safe  with 
Jack.  He  always  was  the  gentleman,  a knight  errant  who  treated  women  with  dignity  and 
respect. 

She  shouldn't  have  come  to  this  party  alone  but  he  politely  insisted  that  she  would 
have  fun  and  there  would  be  people  there  that  she  knew.  He  was  so  nice. 

Now  his  limb  held  her  like  an  old  cast,  causing  her  belly  to  itch.  Escape  she  must 
before  he  woke,  before  he  opened  his  spider  black  eyes.  But  his  arm,  that  hideous 
appendage,  held  her. 

Determined,  she  took  a deep  breath,  collapsing  her  stomach,  and  with  limbo 
dancer  deftness  slipped  from  under  his  arm  leaving  upon  her  stomach  a smear  of  sweat. 

She  glanced  at  him  still  sleeping  with  his  boyish  smile  and  tossed  black  hair.  She 
surpressed  an  urge  to  vomit  and  silently  slipped  into  her  sweater.  She  awkwardly 
searched  for  her  jeans,  wishing  she  could  shower  to  cleanse  the  filth  before  dressing. 

There,  the  Jeans  draped  on  a chair  under  his.  She  grabbed  for  them,  disrupting 
his,  which  fell,  spilling  the  contents  of  the  pockets  across  the  carpeted  floor.  As  she  zipped 
up  she  spied  his  wallet  and  bent  down  to  remove  the  cash.  She  clutched  three  hundred 
dollars  while  her  eyes  bore  her  hatred  into  his  sleeping  form.  She  began  to  put  the  money 
in  her  pocket,  but  disgusted  by  the  implication  of  her  act,  threw  the  bills  to  ground  instead. 
That's  when  she  saw  the  stiletto  switch  blade  Jack  always  carried. 

She  snapped  the  blade  open  and  stared  at  her  reflection  in  its  steel.  Puffed 
brown  eyes  caked  with  mucus  and  mascara.  Matted  hair,  drooping  lips,  a sniffle  hanging 
from  her  nose.  Repulsed,  she  looked  away  at  a beam  of  sun  that  cracked  through  the 
curtain  and  fell  upon  his  chest,  casting  centipede  like  shadows  among  the  hair. 

She  moved  to  his  side  to  watch  his  heart  beating.  It  rose  and  fell  like  a huge 
erection,  sending  ripples  across  the  hairs  on  his  chest.  She  began  to  shake  but  steadied 
herself  to  the  rhythm  of  his  pounding  blood. 

Quickly  she  struck,  opening  a cut  across  his  eyebrow  and  onto  his  forehead. 
Instantly  blood  sprang  from  it.  Her  nausea  subsided  as  she  watched  the  blood  poor  into 
the  depression  of  his  closed  eye,  filling  it.  The  bloody  pond  soon  crested,  then  spilled  out 
onto  the  bedsheets.  Calmly,  she  carefully  cleaned  the  knife  on  a quilt,  placed  it  on  his 
chest  and  left. 

By:  David  Banasiak 


Neil  Huffman 


Julie  Schuster 


"...Quotes  are  funny  things.  If 
they  didn't  come  from: 

The  Bible 
Confucious 
Shakespeare  or 
the  Kennedys 
Then  it  wasn 't  worth 
repeating. " 

- Unknown 


